

7 be Hittorie of 

< Pri* O my Tweet beefe,l muft dill be good Angelico thee 4 
niony is paid backe againe. 5 ° ° tfiee > th « 

Ful. O, I doe riot like that paying backe, tis a double labour 

iTvf a , m 8 ° od fr,ends wlth m y * athcr > a °d may do any thine' 

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeftfand J,’ 
it with vnwaiht hands too. dd ® 

Do my Lord. 

Prin. i haae Procured thee I*ck. a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it hadbeene ofhorfe. Where (hall I find one that 
can deale well ? G for afinetheefe of the ageofxxii.or there a- 
bout; lam hainoufly vnprouided. Well, God bee thanked for 
thefe rebels, they offend none but thevertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfc them. Prince, Bar doll. Bar. M y Lord. 

Prtn. Goe beare this letter to Lord lohn ofLancajter , 

To my brother lohn : this to my Lord of Weftmtrlandt* 

Go, Pete, to horfefor thou and I 

Hauc thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time: 

Iacke meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clockein the afternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and their receiu* 

Mony and order for their furniture. 

1 he land is burning, Percy ftands on high. 

And eithertheyorwe mud lower lie. 

Fal, Rare words J braue world, Hofles, my breakefaftcome, 
Oh, I could wifh this Tauerne were my drum. Excm, 

Enter Hotfpur , fParcefterand Doveglas. 

Hot, Well (aid, my noble Scot } if fpeaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution (hould the Dcwglae haue, 

As not a Souldierof thisfealbns ftampe. 

Should go fo gen erall curran t through the world : 

By God i cannot flatter, I defie 

The tongues of Toothers, but a brauer place 

In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe. 

Naytaske me to my word,approueme Lord. 

Dow. T hou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent ibreathes vpon the ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter one with letters. 

“ * 


Benri'e the Fourth, 

Hot, Do fo, and tis well; what letters haue you there,! can 

butthankeyou. 

Me if. Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not hinuelfc 
Mof He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuou* fickci 
Hot , Zounds, how haz he the leifure to be fickc 

lnfuchaiufllingtimc. ? wholeades hispower? * 

Vnder whofc gouernement come they along t 
Mef His letters bcares his mind, not I his mind. 
fPor. Iprethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 

Mefi He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet forth, 

And at the time of my departure thence, 

Hewasmuchfeard by his Phifition. 

Wor. I would the ftate of time had fir ft bin whole. 

Eteheby ficknelTe had bin vifited ; 

His health was ncuer better worth then now. 

Hot . Sickc now, droope how, this fickncffe doth infe& 
Thevery life-bloudof our entcrprife, 

T is catching hither, eucn to our campe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknelfe. 

And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo foone be drawne, nor did he thinkc it meetc. 

To lay fo dangerous and dearc a truft 
On any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yetdoth he giuevs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall coniunftion, we fhould on, 
Tofechowfortuneisdifpos’dtovs s 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is ccrtainely polled 
Ofallour purpofes : what fay you to it ? 

Wor. Yourfathers (icknefTe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafh,avery limmeloptoff, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhallfind it. Were it good. 

To fet the exadt wealth of all our dates, 

All at one cad / to fetfo rich a maine, 

On the nicehazzard of one doubtfullhoure, 

« were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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